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James's Church. There was a thin watery moon,
green-coloured. The clouds had cleared from the
sky, leaving it a smoky grey with a silver star or
two. This faint opalescent light made it seem as
though all the movement, which was sharp and active
in the wind, were under water.

They were marching in some kind of order. At
the procession's head men walked four abreast, but
as they passed they became more ragged, wilder, and
soon the air was filled with shouts, fragments of

* The  Red  Flag/    There were many women,  a
number of children.

Suddenly Michael climbed the window-sill and
dropped into the little garden. He stood there,
swaying on his feet. He rocked like a drunken
man, as though he might pitch over and lie prone.
But he steadied himself,

He turned towards the room and very quietly said,

*  Good-bye, Elizabeth/    Then he went to the gate,
unlatched it, and was lost in the crowd, making
towards the town.

That was the last glimpse of him she was ever to
have.